TALES OF DESTINT

our side. And as I spread my prayer carpet, and
prostrated myself toward Mecca, the pious thought
in my heart was one that had many times been
inculcated by my noble grandsire himself: * Let the
wise man reflect that he can in no way succeed with-
out the help of God Most High/

" During the day we took counsel as to the advisa-
bility of an attack on the somewhat attenuated
host without the walls. But from our posts of observa-
tion we could see that every one in the camp was un-
der arms and on the alert, no doubt foreseeing that
such an attempt was likely on our part. So we con-
cluded to let events develop, and contented our-
selves with watching the progress of the sabat. Here
there was no relaxation of endeavour, for the pro-
tected trench made a considerable advance ere the
sun once again sank over the western hills.
" Darkness had not long fallen when another bleat-
ing voice of a suppliant for admittance was heard
by the sentry at the gateway. Introduced to our
presence, the newcomer, a goatherd by his appear-
ance, and with the signs of travel on his garments,
removed his head dress, untwisted the long locks of
hair bound according to custom around his head,
and, producing a small packet frorn the midst of his
tresses, flung it on the floor. I picked up the missive,
and handed it to our chieftain.
" Shir Jumla Khan untied the packet, and
produced therefrom a heavy gold signet ring. While
he was examining this, the seeming goatherd raised
his voice:

135